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Felix convivium, in quod choraules non venit. Mart: 


To Mr. T OW NUK. 


the is afflicted with a diforder exactly oppofite to the bite of 


a Tarantula: for as that is faid to admit of no cure but 


mufic, there is not a note in the Gamut, but what tends to 
heighten and inflame my wife’s lunacy. I find it is the 
fafhion in this age for fingers and fidlers to publifh Appeals 
to the public: wherefore, as you have hitherto liftened to 
the complaints of hufbands, J muft beg you now to confider 

Vor. II. 6A mine, 
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mine, and to fuffer me alfo to Appeal to the public by 
means of your paper. 


A FEw years ago bufinefs called me over to Italy ; where 
this unfortunate woman received the firft touches of this 
diforder. She foon conceived a violent paffion for Tafte in 
general, which fettled at laft in an unquenchable rage after 
mufical compofitions. Solos, Sonatas, Operas, and Con- 
certos, became her fole employment and delight, and 
fingers and muficians her only company. At length full of 
Italian airs fhe returned to England, where alfo her whole 
happinefs has been centered in the orcheftra, and it has been 
her whole pride to be thought a Connoiféur in mufic. If 
there is an opera, oratorio, or concert, to be performed 
within the bills of mortality, I do not believe that the riches 
of the Indies could prevail on her to be abfent. Two, and 
only two good confequences attend this madnefs, and thofe 
are, that fhe conftantly attends St. ‘fames’s chapel for the 
fake of the anthem and the reft of the mufic: and out of 
the many pounds idly fquandered on minums and femi- 
quavers, fome few are dedicated to charities, which are pro- 
moted by mufical performances, 


But what makes this rage after catgut more irkfome and 
intolerable to me is, that I have not myfelf the leaft idea of 
what they call Tafte, and it almoft drives me mad to be 


peftered with it. Iam a plain man, and have not the leaft 


fpice of a Connoiffeur in my compofition, yet nothing will 


fatisfy my wife unlefs I appear as fond of fuch nonfenfe as 
herfelf. About a month ago fhe prevailed on me to attend 
her to the Opera, where every dying fall made her expire, 
as well as Lady Townly. She was ravifhed with one air, in 


extafies, 
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extafies at another, applauded Ricciarelli, encored Mingott1, 
and in hort aéted like an abfolute madwoman; while the 
performance and her behaviour had a quite different effe& 
upon me, who fat dumb with confufion, “ moft mufical, 


«© moft melancholy,”’ at her elbow. When we came home 
again, fhe feemed as happy as harmony could make her, 
but I muft own, that I was all difcord, and moft heartily 
vexed at being made a fool in public. ‘ Well, my dear, 


«* faid fhe, how do you like the opera?” 





*¢ Zouns, 
*« madam, I would as foon be dragged through a horfepond, 
“as go to an opera with you again.” * O fie! but 
* you muft be delighted with The Mingotti.”——“ The 
‘ Mingotti! The Devil.”———“ Well, I am forry for it, 
“* Sir Aaron, but I find you have no Ear,”——* Ear, 





- 


‘ madam? I had rather cut off my ears, than fuffer them 
*“* to make me an ideot.’”” To this fhe made me no reply, 
but began a favourite opera tune, and after taking a tour 
round the room like one of the fingers, left me alone. 


Ir my wife could be fatisfied, like other mufical ladies, 
with attending public performances, and now and then 
thrumming on her harpficord the tunes fhe hears there, I 
fhould be content. But fhe has alfo a concert of her own 
conftantly once a week. Here fhe is in ftill greater raptures 
than at the opera, as all the mufic is chofen and appointed 
by herfelf. The expence of this whim is monftrous, for 
not one of thefe people will open their mouths, or rofin a 
fingle ftring, without being very well paid for it. Then fhe 
muft have all the beft hands and voices, and has almoft as 
large a fet of performers in pay as the manager of the opera. 
It puts me quite out of patience to fee thefe fellows ftrutting 
about my houfe dreft up like lords and gentlemen. Not a 
fingle 
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fingle fiddler or finger but what appears in lace or 
embroidery, and I once miftook my wife’s chief mufi- 


cian for a foreign ambaffador. 


Ir is impoffible to recount the number!efs follies to which 
this ridiculous paffion for Mufic expofes her. Her devotion 
to the art, makes her almoft adore the profeffors of it. A 
mufician is a greater man in her eye than a duke, and fhe 
would fooner oblige an opera-finger than a countefs. She 
is as bufy in promoting their benefits as if fhe was to have 
the receipts of the houfe ; and quarrels with all her ac- 
quaintance, who will not permit her to load them with tick- 
ets. Every fidler in town makes it his bufinefs to {crape an 
acquaintance with her, and an Jfa/ian is no {ooner importcd 
than fhe becomes a part of my wife’s band of performers, 
In the late Opera difputes fhe has been a moft furious parti- 
zan, and it is impoflible for any patriot to feel more anxiety 
for the danger of Blakeney and Minorca, than the has fuffered 
on account of the Opera, and the lofs of Mzngottt. 


I po not believe my wife has a fingle idea except recita- 
tive, airs, counter-tenor, thorough-bafs, &e¢. which are 
perpetually finging in her head. When we fit together, 
inftead of joining in any agreeable converfation, fhe is always 
either humming a tune, or “ difcourfing moft eloquent 
** mufic.”” Nature has denied her a voice, but as Jtaly has 
given her Tafte and a graceful manner, fhe is continually 
fqueaking out ftrains lefs melodious, than the harmony of 
ballad-finging in our ftreets, or pfalm-finging in a country 
church. To make her ftill more ridiculous, fhe learns to 
play on that mafculine inftrument the bafs-viol ; the pleafure 


of which nothing can prevail on her to forego, as the 
bafs- 
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bafs-viol, fhe daily tells me, contains the whole power and 
very foul of harmony. 


Wuat method, Mr. Town, fhall I perfue to cure my 
wife of this mufical phrenzy? I have fome thoughts of 
holding weekly a burlefque Rorotorio, compofed of mock- 
airs with grand accompanyments of the Jew’s Harp, 
Wooden Spoons, and Marrowbones and Cleavers on the 
fame day with my wife’s concert; and have actually fent to 
two of Mrs. Midnight’s hands to teach me the art and 
myftery of playing on the Broomftick and Hurdy-Gurdy, 
at the fame time that my wife learns on the bafs-viol. 
I have alfo a ftrong rough voice, which will enable me to 
roar out Bumper Squire Jones, Roaf Beef, or fome other 
old Englifh ballad, whenever fhe begins to trill forth her 
melodious airs in Italian. If this has no effect, I will learn 
to beat the drum, or wind the poft-horn: and if I fhould 
ftill find it impoffible for noife and clamour to overcome the 
found of her voices and inftruments, I have half-refolved 
peremptorily to fhut my doors againft fingers and fidlers, and 
even to demolifh her harpfichord and bafs-viol. 


Bur this, alas! is coming to extremities, which I am 
almoft afraid to venture, and would endeavour to avoid. 
I have no averfion to mufic, but I would not be a fidler : 
nor do I diflike company, but I would as foon keep an inn, 
as convert my houfe into a theatre for all the idle things of 
both fexes to affemble at. But my wife’s affections are fo 
wedded to the Gamut, that I cannot devife any means to 
wean her from this folly. If I could make her fond of 
drefs, or teach her to love cards, plays, or any thing 
but mufic I fhould be happy. ‘This method of deftroying 

Vor. IL. 6B my 
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my peace with harmony, is no better than tickling 
me to death; and to fquander away fuch fums of 


money on a parcel of bawling fcraping rafcals in 
laced coats and bag-wigs, is abfolutely giving away my 
eftate for an old fong. You, Mr. Town, are a profeffed 
Connoiffeur, therefore either give me a little Tafte, or teach 
my wife to abandon it: for at prefent we are but a jangling 
pair, and there is not the leaft harmony between us, though, 
like bafs and treble, we are obliged to join in concert. 


J am, 
ir > 


Your humble Servant, 


AARON HUMKIN. 








